CHAPTER IV
SOME CITIES OF INDIA
Delbi
I MAKE no apology for putting Delhi first among Indian
cities; it is saturated with Indian history. Hardly a stone of
its old red buildings has not seen the colourful drama of
human events which makes the city so constantly magnetic.
Here it was that kingdoms rose and waned. Delhi has been
sacked and resacked; it has been beflagged by the victor and
broken by the vanquished; it has seen the blood and tears of
human life as well as the richest outpourings of prosperity and
splendour.
It is a Mogul city. Hindu influences it has, but they are
under the skin so to speak. Her architectural pride is Mogul,
and so is her art, her culture, her spirit. It was in Delhi that
the Hindu breathed into the warhke ear of Zaher/ud/din
Muhammad his fearful confession of defeat; it was in Delhi that
Shah Jehan sat upon his glittering peacock throne the richest
and most secure monarch in all the world; it was in Delb
that the last Mogul emperor, a poor, old, trembling creature,
implored a British subaltern for mercy in 1857. If India ever
turns from being a land of religious turmoil she must sing of
her Delhi. This pensive old city could support an Indian
Iliad. She is as rich in heroism as any Troy; the raw material
of epics lies in grass/grown piles on every yard of her battle/
scarred soil.
There have been more Delhis than one; there have been no
less than seven; and now the hand of democracy has built an
eighth. The eighth is like an ideal home beside the Appian
Way. It is neat, new, geometrical and beautiful. As a state/
ment in official architecture it is perfect. It has no fussmess,
and the encroachments of utility are kept at arm's length; the
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